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The 
 Beginning
1THE BEGINNING
WHEN I TRY, IT TAkES ME 
SEVERAL TIMES BEFORE MY 
HANDS ARE TIGHT ENOUGH
nOnFiCTiOn BY ShAROn TAPiA
My dad squeezes his hands together. He blocks out of the paths of air, the cracks and the corners. 
He suffocates his palms and smothers the insides of his knuckles. It is locked and there is only one 
way out. He pulls it to his lips, touches the prickles of his graying beard and blows through the 
opening made by the creases of his thumbs. The air rushes into the chamber of his hands, throws 
inside, crashes against the walls, and when it finds its exit—the same way it found its way in—it 
screams. 
The sound is sharp, high, a train whistle from the sky. It throws itself around the room; it does not 
sound like it can come from his clasped hands. But it does. It screams and screams and screams 
from his hands until he releases the grip and every last bit of the air is freed into the atmosphere, 
silent.  
